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DID YOU?

lY-m m»rnaﬂpnr ho 1ee and goods
g a
“uu..—m.-f‘ eu ¢ father, erandfather
eat-wrindfather
il b wise never arned gp.

Your nnver had & “tre”

It you did you are the exception.
\nd zonA:;d - clunrt:'nl w ":.r, it
aaenl o yet you always insare
ywur boase aud gods and you act

DON'T YOU?

‘on have to die. Your father, g=and-
aad all yoar ancesto= have di-d
die sure, and you, will

A~d wet t off taking ont &
polley oa ’;;irﬂl’ﬂn -m”(f-uh

sane.
Why do you pa” it ofl?
tMn"I. pat it off any longer.

WON'T YOU?

Make as much provision for your
tamily & alnst your death, as you do
for ¥ urel® nea n-t les of property in
yoar lifetime

The Unkm Central Ten and Twenty

Bulivies are fine Invesi-
wents returnable 1y vou If you v the
Lerm. sure g;zkhﬂ for yoar

d
i
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C. D. CAMPBELL.

Oemeral ge t Union Cemtral

b KELLER & DOWELL
R

droosssnus TO ARusTRON . KELLER & 00

Dealer in

Gram Seeds

Wool. Salt,
CEMENTS

CALCINED PLASTER

sod wil the Dest grades of

SOFT|

HARD JCOal.

¢HONE 51.

Warehouse and Office.

M West Colupbus Ave. Beliefonialve.
Aagu-t 5. 18

USEFUL
Holiday
Goods.

We have many
articl- s in our store,
that would make a
fine p esent and
would be used every
day for man, wo-
man, boy or girl.

Com= and see us,
and r-c ive a nice’
Calendar.

Osburn &
Churchill

Frank RG?ET

DENTIST.
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Thousands Have Kidney Trouble
and Dom't Enow it.
How To Fiad Out.
Pll a bottle or common glass with

water and let it stand twenty-four hours; &
; sediment or set-
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derful cures of the cases,
If you need a medicine the
best. Sold by draggists

‘oumay have a sample
wonderful
and a book that

:
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address Dr. Kilmer & mome of SwnmpRos.
Co., N.Y. When writing men-
ten this genegous in this paper.

369.

COLTON BROS.

MILLERS,

We Began Making

PEERLESS  FLOUR

In Bellefontaine in 18680. We
sre still making in

Itis the Kind of Flour

THAT NAKES 600D BREAD,

The Kind of Bread You Liks.

All Grocers Sell It,
Bakers Use I8,
Bread Makers Like It

It is the Standard of Excellence.

We always want to Buy Wheat
Wealways Want to Sell Mill Feed.

AuUuclion=ey

1900

H P. hu:'h-hm nl: sOCCesS 3
n--luu:t:n
Address me <t or leave ordersal
. _=-3 .P. ONVON

AM NOW AT THE OAK

AND HAVE A FIRST-CLASS

Restauran

Cartis Old Stand.

Tom J. Hellings.

o o I8 1S

Don’t Borrow Money.

Dan't ever borrow money unless the casals
impedntive and you can see your way oul. or
you are certain you can make by borrowing.
If you want to borrow movey. the Unlon
Ceotral Loan ls the cheapest and most salis-
factory. Write orcall on

C. D. CANTIIL, Cen'l Agt.

BELLEFUNTAINE, 0.
Feb. 8. 1901-¢1.

School Examiners’ Meetings.

The Logan County Board of 8chool Ex-
aminers will hold mestings for the examlus-
tion of the teachers nn the st ~niurday of
each month except January sod July, Iu Fd-
wcational Hail. Bellefontalne. 0., mornlng

THE TRUE SPIRIT

of the children oo an errnud to dimg the
Christmas tree out of the cvllar aud set it

BELLEFONTAINE, LOGAN COUNTY, OHI10, TUCESDAY, DECLMBER 24, 1901.
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'OF CHERISTMAS

By M. K. Rutledge.

[Ceprright, 1901 by American Press Associstion.]
1 bad taken ndvantage of the absence

up in the parlor. It was Christmas vve,
My wife bad left me alone with the tree
for a few minutes while she went 1o gt
a spool of green silk which =he thoug'nt
would be an improvement for (¥ying pur
poses on the white cond which I had be-
gun to use.

I"resently the room darkened ar If Glla
by a cloud. and the cloud gatheny' i.to 3
compart mass oear me. =<tartling o
Moch more was 1 frightened ax it gradu
ally axsumed the shape of a tall. longz
branded old man, but when the figure
grew still more distinet and | saw the
benignant smile and the hands full of or-
paments fit for my tree my fear subosided.
“Here,” said the spint. handing me a
little box, “is something which you shou!d
not dress your tree without, It ix the ob-
servance of all good old Christmas cus-
toms. Too many have been neglected in
the past. Within are instructions for
making wassail. for compoxing carols, for
mumming. for the game of snapdragoas
and indeed for all the ceremonies where-
with good folks were wount to honor
Christmmas before we fell upon these de-
groerate daya"’
Reverently [ took the box and hung it
ap.

“This." said be. handing me a smnall
lamp, “you shounld il and trim at each
Christmastide, but keep lishied all the
year around for your chiliiren’s sake. It
i the lamp of good example.”

With a mental vow [ took the lamp and
sot it lighted nmong the sweet smelling
fir branchen.

QOut of a bag he shook a heap of span-
gly. shining ornaments on the Boor.
*The wit. the soug. the story and the
loud laughter which ought to garnish
sour Chrimimas" =maid he. “De not
bang them up vet. The box of ancient
custom will show ywe baw to armnge
tw-mp But Lere is womething
Another bag was emptied. .

in all forms and of all sorts. | thought.
He read my mind. “Al of one kind."™
he said—"all the sweets of cheerfulness—
though they bave a varied look. Yet they
never pall on the taste. Hang them up at
once. They are magieal aweein, pever
disappearing no matter how freely they
are partaken of if yon only desire them
to remain. Keep them in the house all
the year. Let each member of your fam-

looked down into the box where lay a
few bunches of late autumn grapes. the
down still upon their fat, purple cheeks.
They pleased Polly’s artistic eye.
Next Pclly fed the pigs and locked the
ltry bouses. Then she went indoors,
house was a modern built one, with
Iarge donble plate glass windows to keep
|the cold out and with a great furnace in
the cellar fromm which hot air pipes car-
ried warmth into all the rooms. Many a
king's palace was lexs comfortnble, thnn
this houre, Polly looked to see that dours
ang windows were fastened: then she sat
down in the warm dining room to read
and knit and think by turns.

Polly was not lonely or afraid. The
country wneighborhood was considered
quite nafe. and, besides. pioneer girls are
pot the kind to scream at a mouse. She
remained op till 11 because she did not
like to leave the warm fire. Then sbe felt
sleepy and prepared to go to bed. The
family would not be back till 3 o'clock im
the morning. The gunests at the ball
dapced till midnight: then they had sup-
per, then a farewell cotillon. Then for
::I&' Valeatines came the ten miles’ sleigh

e,

In their bome at 11 o'clock Polly, the
cool headed, strong armed border girl,
went down to the cellar to give the fur-
nace a last feeding and shake up for the
night and to see that it was not hot
enongh to set the house on fire on the one
hand and that it should give out heat
enough on the other hand to make the

POLLY MARTIN'S
CHRISTMAS EV

A Btory of Country Life at Yuletide by
Eliza Archard Conner.

[Copyright. 1991, by Eliza Archard Conner.]

Bhe was only sixteen. pretty Polly
Martin, with round. soft cheeks the color
of apple blossom buds and eyes as blue as
the skies of her own native Canada. She
had six brothers and sisters, nll like bher-
#¢lf born in the beantital conntry.

Her father was a tenant farmer in 2
new settlvment in western Capada, ret-
ty Polly milked the cows fed the pigs
and chickens and helped her mother with
the chillren. When she could get em-
ployment away from home, she went out
to service. Being brought up with so
many children bad made her very useful
about a bouse: patient. 100, and she was
naturally sweel tempered, 20 people were
glad to have ber with them. And then
they liked to =ee her in their houses be- |
cause she was 80 pretty.

The Martins' nearest neighbor was
three miles nway. This was not because
peighbors were so few. but becanse Mr.
Martin's employer. Thomas Valentine,
owpned all the land between his own
house and the log cottage where the Mar-

-

EETERENTLY | TOOK THE BOXL

iy errry some always, but never forpet
to put the whole board on the Christmas
tree,”

1 bad been hanging them while he
spoke., He now stopped me with:

“There is not much more time for me
to stay bere, so | will trouble you 1o at-
tend to the rewt of what | say. deing ne
work meanwhile. Here are the applen of
plroty. You gather them by pendstent
endeavor during the year. Never fail 10
garnizh your tree with them. one for each
member of your family and one for the
wayfarer.

“] give you lastly this golden taper
You sre to wet it lighted on top of the
tree, and when the time for present giv
log comen you are to present it to your
good lady. You are both to keep it light
ed all the year around. It is the taper of
love and loyalty.”

»And who are you?" 1 asked, seeing
that be began (o fade away.

“The true »pirit of Christmas,"” replicd
bhe faintly and was gone.

Ome Chasee Left.

sesdomm 9 10 12, aft rmoos | 4
Questions In Theory will 'e based in pa
o« “entt's ‘Organic Eduestion” asad Oh
Echool Laws Smmlomln Hi on ~nark’s
“Expamion the American Penp ¢ and
thise In Gengraphy on Howe's * The Su.dy of
the Sky.” and those in E-ading on Baies'
“The ~tudy of Literature snd Kiog Leas.™
Boxwell exami will +®# heid on the
shird Saturday of March and Apeil.
5.L.5 ITH,
Clerk.

Tt
I

Uctober 18, 1901.

Legal Notice.

Jane Rutter residiogat At'anta, Tasscoun-
ty. Texas, will take notlee that on the 2od du‘y
 De wember. 1901, Abial L. Wright §+d his
prtition In the U 'mmon Pleas Court of Logan

Nazara Testh and the Unee ol
» Childran's Teeth

L]

SELLEFONTAING.!

4 Bpecial Attention Given o Operations on the ars the amount dne. &3

OfficeRoom20 LawrenceBlag ogmcat way be ke it ber.

county, {'hio, In case No. R%W, aga'nst the
gbove named Jane Rutter. nraying for judg-
ment for the sum of one hundred $100 06 dol-
nt for sa’'d June
Hutter £ rihe aleof bt No. 710 In_the eit
| ot Redlefontsin-, n county, Oha, &
said plalntiff is reguired to an<wer on or be-
the 1st ary, 1. D 102, or

for Abial L. Wright.
Des. 4, 9L

#] kpow why you alway= =it ap so late
om Chriximas eve, Mixs Oldgal.”
. “And why do L. Freddy T
“You thiok mebbe you'll see Banta
Ulaus und be'll axk you to marry bim."

CHRISTMAS DAY,

L
The times are changed, the world grows old;
We have no more the age of guld.
Perchance L in Jesline; perchance
*Tis bul the tokens of advance;
But nowsdays we hold no more
That once good fellowship of yore.
It may be that the sirain and stres
Of our may times bring joylessness]
It may be that vur feverish days
Forget the old, good, geniul ways

18
But. thanks to one persistont sparl,
Unrest anvl haste and care and cark
Kot yet shall sirip our aging bears
01 all 118 old congenisl art.
Aye, thanks to that mtill jovial day,
We shall torgst and make cor way
With dance and frolic, fricnds and rhyme,
Pack through grim ages 1o the time
When “laughter, bolding both bis eldes,"”
Twrned all men's days to Christmastides.
ADTIER {. SESEASR

.

-

tins lived. But Polly was not lonely. She
pever thoughit of being so. On the contra-
ry, she was very happy. Polly loved na-
ture. If she raised ber eyes a moment
from her work and looked toward the
west, she saw the grand greem forest
fiashing and ringing with the bright
winged, sweet voiced birds that civiliza-
tion had not yot illed out. .
I If she glanced toward the northern ho-
rizon, there was the undimmed sky, ra-
' diant blue. with a marvelons gleam of
| silvery brightness In it that  stretched
' away—away to the north pole itself,

Eastward there was the crystal pure
brook daucing to the music of its own
everlasting lirtle tinkle, tinkle, tinkle,
which not even the lce of winter was able
quite to subdue. Polly thought It was
, the sweetest musie that is or ever was,
i{and | am not sure sbe was wrong. To
the msouth there were the sleck heifers
wading and feeding in the clover, the
white conts of the sheep shining out
against the emerald pasture, and beyond,
mile on mile, stretching far as eye could
see, the great grainficlds already chang-
ing from green to gold. Poliy's heart
leaped with gladness when she looked.

At Christmas time. the year Polly was
sixteen. Mr. Valentine's family sent for
her to come and help them for & week.
Mr. Valentine lived in a bandsome house
surrounded by vineyards and orchards of
apples, peaches. plums and pears. Near
the mapsion was the shining white dairy
bouse, with the big power churn that
they made the Jersey bull work by walk-
jcg on a treadmill, to bis intense disgust,
which he showed by pawing the ground
snd bellowing., with his teil in the air, no
soon as he was released foom the bumili-
eting treadmill.

Farmer Valentine reared grand draft
borsen large as amall elephants and shin-
jng Christzes beeves every year for the
market. Two days before Christmas that
year he made Lis annual sale of Leeves
snd got unusually good prices for them.
11 was too late to put the money he re-
ceived Into the bank that iy, ea Mr
Valentine brought it bome with him, 8500
in gold and silver. and locked it in & bo-
reau drawer. Polly did pot kpow it was
there.

On the evening of the 24th of Decem-
ber the farmers of the county gave their
aponal Ch:istmes ball. It was a great
event, bringicz together socially friends
widely separated wko did not see ode an-
other often during the rest of the year.
Polly was wanted to keep the Valentine
bouse while the family alould be away at
tke ball, They went early, for there was
a ten mile alelgh ride between them and
| the toan where the ball was. The great
| gleigh, with its big. bhendsome borses
pawing the snow and shaking their mas-
sive pecks to make the bells jingle. was
drawn up before the car-iage door of the
fermbouse, and one after enother the
family took their places In it. Those fine,
frtelligent horses looked as if they en-
joyed the prospect of the sleigh ride as
much gs any one.
|  After tkey had gone Polly went around

the house to »ee that all was in order for
the wulght. She preped lote the fruit-
bouss= first just to glad her eye with the
slxbt of the loug shelves loaded with red
cbevked apples and with shining green
and yellow pears wrapped (2 tissue paper
o mebe them kesp till Christmas Bhe

rooms warm and cozy for the family
when they arrived. Then she went back
to the dining room. To Polly. who lived
in a cabin, but who pevertheless liked
pretty things as well as noy one. that
room looked beantiful. with its crimson
painted walls and the handzome silver-
ware sparkling upon the sideboard. She
bsd beard that silverwnre was worth
$400, and she eyed it with something like
awe. What a lot of money!

Admiring the silverware, Polly did not
notice how time passed till she looked np
with a start and saw it was half past 11.
Bhe jumped to bher feet. and at that mo-
ment exactly she heard the sound of a
sleigh and the borses' hoo? beats upon the
svow. YWhat had happened to bring the
Valentines home three bours and a balf
sooner than they expescied to come?

But, no! L%ten! Where were the sleizgh-
tells? They did mot ring. They were
muffled—the bells on thkls sleich. What
did it meen? It mighkt cean barm, dan-
ger, terror, 1f the aleigh with the mufied
bells stopped in front of the farmhouse.

It did stop.

Poor Polly's breath almost stopped, too,
& moment later when she beard two men
appronch the deor gnd talk together in a
low wvolee. The rext moment they ham-
mered on the door tremendously, making
a!l tke noise toey conld to scare the girl
the more, cud one of them ordered her in
a thundering voite to open the doo:

“QOpen ths door, Polly Mara! We
know you =re In there all alone, and
there's £30v In the kouse that Valentine
bronght home yesterday, and we're going
to have it.”

B:it Polly rald never a word, only mat
sti.l, €0 still she might bave been carved
out of stone,

“Ogpen this door!™ roared the men again.
Bt the beating of Polly's beart wes the
only sound in spswer, gad they coald not
hear that. Then they pounded hander
than ever and kick=d the door and shook
It iIn & rage. But it was of brave oak,
strong and well seasoned, and would not
yield. The robbers were in a fury. Once
azain they c=!hd to her, curslug ber Lur
ribly. They ecil:

“If you open the door, we will let
you off alive. If yon don’t. we'll get in
anyhow, ecd then wd'll shoot you dead
for sure,”

Still lirele Polly would not open.

Tre polse rt the door censed. What
would the vexs terror Le? DPolly soon un-
desstood. TLo robbers went to a window.
It wus easy enough to force the =hutter.
Then there was a faint grinding sound.
Tle borzlars were cxtting the larze, uew
faskiored wisdow paze with a diamond.
Argd yot Dolly would not open the doos,
Iedocd 1t woald have Eren no good to do
a0 cow, foo the robbess would soon be in
tke reom envhow. Uolly ounly eat still
azd weited fo: hep doom. Her tongue
feit &y In Ber mouth. She felt w0 cold
ber tevth cherttered, god she could not
even hear bher heart bezt mow, for it
see el to almost <top.

Crash went the auter pane. The grind-
Ing, vatting =ound began on thyinner one.
It wes quickly looce cn two s.des; cnly o
mertes of five miautes more for Polly,
and tken—

Aund then. In the very nick of time, In
tbe Inst moment. there came 8 sound of

aleighbells, merry :h;nln;. aweet n_ni

clear, tinkle, tinkle, like the fafry bells
she had heard tell in her childhood sound-
ed in the air above people’s heads some-
times. Yes, thank God. it was bells, bat
renl sleighbells, nand very, very near! The
robbers took to their beels and to their
sleigh with the mufiled bells and drove off
as fort au they could lush their horses to
go.

But It was not the family returning.
Noebody came into the house. No sleigh
stopped in front, neither did any move
pust with its merry ting-a-ling of musie,
though DPadly ecertainly heard the bells a
moment or two longer. Then all quieted
down. Bunt Polly was too shaken up now
to go to bed at all. She sat there alone,
frichtened nand trembling, three bours
longer till the family came home. She
was only a girl, you know, scarcely more
than a child.

But where were the sleighbells that had
saved Polly's life and the Valentines
property ? You would never guess, and it
wasd some time before they found out for
certain, The story is really a wonderful
ope, nml, best of all, it is a troe story.

Iu the harnr=s house a large white cat
was kept to destroy the rats and mice,
£he seldom left the harness house and
kad a warm bed made for ber in a barrel
of kay. That afternoon a careless stable

man bad thrown a set of sleighbells
peross the ba rel where pussy’s bed was.
The noise the robbers made disturbed
her, and she hind jumped out to see what
it meant. In deing so, being a large,
beavy eat, she shook the bells and jan-
gled them, and that was what scared the
Lurglars o,

. . . ° . . -

Polly took a fine, biz, honest husband a
few years later and is living in a protty
country howe of her own, with the ra-
diant skies above her, the woods nnd or-
chaids and green fields around her. the
very scenes to ber so well beloved. There
she will probably live to tell her grand-
children how the cat shook the sleigh-
tells and saved her life and Farmer Val-
entine's $2CO. Aftter all, which is the real
kervice of the story, Polly or pusay?
Oc2 question more:

Y es it ¢ mere accident that the eat
skool: the bells and made them ring at
the pargionlar moment she did or was it
something else?

Too Much For Her.

Mis. Plnchacent—I had
a tercible dream last might,
Biram. 1 dreamed you
d.] something that made
me drop dead.

Mr. Pinczacent — What
wes it 1 did, Maria?

Mrs. Pinchacent — You
gAve me o present for
Christmas,

| Some Christmnas “Nevers.™

Never “mark down” a puicemark on a
Christings present. If the mark doesn’t
indicate (2t you are properly extrava-
gaut, rud it vat or, still better, mark It
up.

Never give rous dear wife a cord of
wood or & tea of coal for Christmas just
to show ke that you have mosey to burn,

Never tell your litsle boy that there
Isn't cay Santa Class., The older boys
will €2 it o yoea ¢l too soom.

Neves Ley mose Christmas presents

then you cud sfod, This s very good
edvice, und, of cuurse, you won't follow
it.
Never give 2 minister & pair of slippers
if there is & small boy in his family, for
smnll boys ocglit to be bappy on Christ-
mas.

Never ask a gitl for a kiss when she's
under the mistietue borgh. Take it.

| Never try to give your wife a $300
sealskin suck if you are somebody's cish-
fer on an Incomze of §7 a week.

Never give your hcsband a box of ef-
gars. Give him a bz box of Behurler’s
borlons, and eonie of it may come your
war.

Never get mized and give Mrs, Jones

the povs ghe cegt you last year. She
may rec s It.

Neves weta o woman that ehe is stand-
Ing vnder tke mistletoe. If she's homely,

she will be vour enemy for life; if she's
poetzy, ghe’ll think, not without reason,
perhaps, that you're a fool
Nard Luek.
Johnny Bug—\Why, what
ar¢e you crying about,
‘1;:!!;'?
VWily Centiped — Boo-
hoc! ! huns ep iy stock-
luzs, cad Santa «Jlaus only %
pat presents in tLizty-nine

XMAS FEASTING
IN OLD ENGLAND

By J. P. Donn.

[Copyright, 1991, by Hamilton Musk )

When, in 1647, Puritan sentiment
capsed the purliament of England to
abolish Christmas formally, on the
ground of pagan origin and what it deem-
ed pagan observance, most of the people
grieved surely and yearned with such
good effect for the return of the vld ens
tom that today the sea=on is kept as their
chief festival by English speaking people.

About that period there was published
at Oxford n document entitled “An Huoe
‘and Cry For Christinas” which reveals
quaintly the popular yearning.

“Any mun or woman * ® * that
can give any knowledge or tell any tid-
ings of an old, old, very old, gray bearded
gentleman ecalled Christmas, who was
wont to be a verie familiar ghest and
visite all sorts of people, both pore and
rich, and used to appear in glittering
gold. sitk and silver in the court, and in
all shapes in the theater in Whitehall and
had ringing. feasts and jollity in all
places, both in the citie and countrie for
his commicg * * * whosoever can tel
what is become of him, or where he may
be found, let them bring him back again
into England.”

8o back ngain he came, but not to the
same honors as of old. Never again was
there to be such feasting as in the old
days, all the public ceremonial which
used to greet him was gooe forever. To-
day the Christmas celebration is an event
of the home apd the children among re-
united families instead of the gay street
pomp of old. s

The English lore of high Christmas

NUMBER 103.
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ODD CHRISTMAS
SUPERSTITIONS

By Warrington Waynes

[Copyright, 1001, by W. L. Vail}
Perhaps the most interesting of Christ-
to the young people
the maid under the
eelibacy unless she
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feasting goes back beyond history into !

the banguet hall of King Arthur, and
having read it the reader wonders mno
more at the mighty deeds performed by

the lance of Launcelot or the broad Ex- |

calibur, Whistlecraft thus sets the leg-
end In rhyme:
They served up salmon, venison and wild boars

Hogsheads of honey, kilderkins of mustard,

Muttons and fatted beeves and bacon swine,
Herons and bitterns, peacocks, swan and bustard,

Teal, mallard, pigeons, widgeons and, in fine,
Plum puddinzr». pancakes, apple pies and custard,

And therewithal they drank good Cascon wime,
With mead and ale and cider of our own,

For porter, punch snd negus weres not known.

In the middle ages, beginning with the
king. every one feasted during the twe
weeks of Christmastide to the very best
of his physical and financial ability. and
none was too poor to have his 61l of the
Christmas cheer. Open house was the
absolute rule. The wayfarer was wel-
come anywhere, the wassail bow! passed
from the hand of the king to his nohles at
court, from the hand of the baron to his
reta.ners hilarously celebrating with him
around the blazing Yule log in the center
of his ball. the alibot’s eapons and good
ale warmel the beart of the penniless
wanderer if he did not choose farming
house or hall to spend the Yuleride in.
Anywhbeze he wourld be royally enter-
tained, for every one had his own Yule
log and wassail bowl, and the average bill
of fare may be judged from thin gem
from Evaps’ collection of old ballads:

All you that to feasting or mirth are inclined

Come, Lere 18 good mews [or to pleasure your
mind.

Old Christmas is come for to keep open house;

He scorzs to be guilty of s:arving & mouse.

Tten come, boys, and welcome, for dict the chief,

Fium pudding. gooss, capom, misced ples and

l roast beel.

The public pageants were masquerades,
each under the direction of a lord of
misrule, or abbot of misrule, as be was
rometimes caled, who directed the sports
end mnmmeries of the maskers and all
the festivities of the others, The lord
of misrnle who misruled in the court
bad a libernl spproprintion from parlia-
ment for himself and bis attendants,
The lords and barons bad each their own
sppoloted mummers and there were other
bands of them, seif appointed, who
roamed about the country on a grand
spree during the bolldays. The excesses
of these in time caused the custom to be
abolished by law,

In houses and halls, under the holly and
Iry and mistletoe, the merrymaking pro-
ceeled for the wen in the old days, with
a kiss for Joan every time she was found
under the omnipresent mistletoe, bat
there was no special part of the festivity
for tke little opes, with the exception of
singing the carols in expectation of gifts,
until the prince consort of Queen Victoria

on the continent have been observed

start on pllgrimages toward the east
imitation of the shepherds of old.
Mansy of those superstitions have reacs-
ed North America. They thrive
Capada than in the United States.

A Letter to Sandy Claws.

The Sunday school teacher was telling
Tommy Tuffun about Santa Clasus and
bis big department store up at the north
pole and about the great free distribu-
ticn of presents to good little boys and

Tommy.
“Certainly,” said the teacher. v
*“Gee! He mus' be easy!” ecried Tom-

my. “What 2 puddin’! But, say, teach-

er, has yer gotter be good boys to be let

in on de ground foor uy de graft T
“Yes, you must be good,” was the re-

ply.

“Gee! Den dat leis me out! I'm good
—nit. BSandy Claws'll trun me down
bard. sure, an’ me wantin' a jackknife
de wolst kind!"

“But you're a good boy, Tommy,”
monstrated the teacher. “All the
in the class are going to
Santa Claus telling kim what they want
for Christmas, and you must write too.”

Tommy agreed to do so, and after half
an hour of bard work with a peacil he
banded the teacher the following

Deer Sandy Claws—1 want
Crissmuss, see? 1 ain’t a good
youse don't gimme de

mex' time me an' de kids ketches yor in Chamy
Hill we woz't do s t'ing to yer! Seel i
A Bountiful Givem '

“ls Pooreman's rich wife liberal with
§1 on Christmas?
“She was last year."”

of "em! Buo-boo!

Intioduced from Germuny the Christmas
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tres and Sasta Claus. =2,
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